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"He did everything with full force; even when he relaxed
and had fun he did it with all his might." He would go so
far for fun and laughter that one night when his guests had
scouted his story of eating raw fish in the Solomons, he
offered to eat a live goldfish from the bowl in the centre of
the table if he chanced to pull the lowest card of the draw.
The other men agreeing, the cards were cut; the lowest
fell to a visiting bridegroom. He thrust his hand into the
bowl, extracted a goldfish by the tail, and swallowed it ...
eliciting laughter and applause, and the cry from his bride
that she would never kiss him again.

Jack enjoyed his ranch doubly because of the fun he could
have on it with his guests. His most constant companion
was George Sterling with his sharp Indian features and
receding forehead that slanted back at an angle from his
eyebrows, that he carefully kept hidden by combing his hair
down in bangs; a magnificently ugly man with beauty in
his sensitive, transparent face, and an intense feeling for the
pain of life. Much of his poetry was brilliantly written, much
of it was bombastic, loaded with biblical references and
meaningless pageantry. Though his wife, Carrie, was a
beautiful Junoesque woman in the Bessie Maddern tradition,
though he was so gentle of nature he would not allow a
spider caught in his house to be killed, he had no com-
punction over wounding his wife when his fancy was caught
by another woman. Unlike Jack, he was protected by a
wealthy uncle, knowing little of the proletarian base of life;
a successful Don Juan and hard drinker, he was an almost
perfect example of the vanishing Bohemian poet.

The story ran that every time George Sterling lost a hand
at red dog or pedro he took a drink of Jack's liquor to make
up the loss, and every time Jack lost he wrote a word to earn
back the twenty-five cents. There was a sideboard in the
dining-room with an array of bottles, the guests were invited
to help themselves to as many drinks as they wanted, but for
weeks at a time Jack did not join them even in a before-
dinner cocktail. In Tokio, on the Snark trip, and in Reno he
had drunk with his fellow correspondents; aside from an